i6             A SONG  OF ITALY.
Not like thy fortune; father of the fight,
Having in hand our light. Ah, happy ! for that sudden-swerving hand
Flung light on all thy land. Yea, lit blind France with compulsory ray,
Driven down a righteous way; Ah, happiest! for from thee the wars began.
From thee the fresh springs ran; From thee the lady land that queens the earth
Gat as she gave new birth. 0 sweet mute mouths, 0 all fair dead of ours.
Fair in her eyes as flowers. Fair without feature, vocal without voice,
Strong without strength, rejoice ! Hear it with ears that hear not, and on eyes
That see not let it rise, Rise as a sundawn; be it as dew that drips
On dumb and dusty lips; Eyes have ye not, and see it; neither ears,
And there is none but hears. This is the same for whom ye bled and wept;
She was not dead, but slept. This is that very Italy which was And is and shall not pass.
But thou, though all were not well done, 0 chief,
Must thou take shame or grief? Because one man is not as thou or ten,
Must thou take shame for men ?